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Contend in gifts, as they would seem in love: All which I suffer, playing with their hopes, And am content to coin them into profit, And look upon their kindness, and take more, And look on that; still bearing them in hand, Letting the cherry knock against their lips, And draw it by their mouths, and back again. How now!
ACT I, SCENE 2
NANO, ANDROGYNO, CASTRONE, VOLPONE, MOSGA
. Now, room for fresh gamesters, who do will you to
know
They do bring you neither play nor university show; And therefore do intreat you, that whatsoever they
rehearse, May not fare a whit the worse, for the false pace
of the verse. If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we pass,
For know, here is inclosed the soul of Pythagoras, That juggler divine, as hereafter shall follow;
Which soul, fast and loose, sir, came first from Apollo,
And was breath'd into ^thalides, Mercurius his sona
Where it had the gift to remember all that ever was
done.
From thence it fled forth, and made quick transmigration To goldy-lock'd Euphorbus, who was killed, in good
fashion, At the siege of old Troy, by the Cuckold of Sparta,
Hermotimus was next (I find it in my charta) To whom it did pass, where no sooner it was missing, But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learn3 d to go a fishing;